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" Miss Tufft—Jamison was not an unfeel- “I never saw them before,” I gasped.‘ry about a gushing young woman ani
\ ing villain—no, indeed!—he treated us|and walked on, trembling in every|her sweetheart:
5 - T By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS, all much better than we deserved, and | nerve. “This girl's sweetheart sald to her
o : = he was kind and generous, too. And| For among the folds of her shabby|one evening, ‘Were you aware that 1
e Author of “The King in Yellow, the ghastly suicide! Thank God that|black dress I had noticed the end of|passed your house last night? sp.
“The Red Republic,” “A King and also was a myth—and the morgue and | a paper—my sketch that I had missed! | gave him a glance full of reproach. ‘Of
a'Pow Dules." ot the battery at night where that pale- - course, I was,” she said. ‘Do you think
Copyright, 1896, by G. P. Putnam’s Sons. Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London. SR, T faced girl had--ugh! SHE HAD HIM GUESSING. I would not know your step? But he
S I felt for my sketch book, found it; Py . at this, grew grave and distrait, for
i race Porter tells this sto- - .
turned the pages of all the anlma'}'s General 1S §to- | he had passed in a cab,
ST 1 z < ) tan
(Continued from last week.) tor who had escaped. Ah, I remem-|{mowed and rattled pennies in a tin| “Blind?"” she asked, gently. thet 1 had ‘sketched, fh !“ip,p”po PP Ean s
Bovalh e cup as though the sound of copper| “Yes. Did you know him? thfw buff.aln. the Figers—ah'. \\h?re wWas QMW&WW.—.«4-:-%».-.«.-.:»,..;..:..;..:..;.‘;;.;..;..;.‘;..:.. ;..:..:..;..;..;..p.’;..;‘
I1I. “I am Captain d'Yniol,” he said|could stem the h ack that passed| “I knew him.” that sketch in which I had made the BT BEP PP 000 000000000 0e0sess &
“Have you ever drawn a picture of or ey~ Bk’ 8 2 cloaine - L T P . gt by woman in shabby black the principal 4 3
a corpse?” inquired Jamison next| 2gain;, ‘t‘""} I saw his fingers closing on | hot on the scent of gold. And his sweetheart, Aline? figure, with the brooding vultures all £
S5k g ) . . my coat sleeves. y n W . 3 I i = 2
moring aa 1 WAlKed 1o his brivate| ™, T N ooy pvoluntary | e e e i, Hambled besh | "l she repeated sotty—ahe | 2%uns tna e crova e sunenine? £1  What Better Do You Want? i}
room with a sketch of the propesed full| o T B e 1 dont Anow-—but i PR &nd oxes Sy Sb - o SN TN - W ey hunted everywhere, in every pocket. M 4
page, of the zoo. the How d a : 4 ¥ L estly into my eyes. And after a mo-|rame. . It was gone. <
“No. and I don't want to,” I replied | n®¢ fellow dropped my coat and sat|{ment a dull recoliection stirred within| “For what?—for his death? @ ‘ E THE FAMOUS 3%
ahlanty .~t¥f‘ugm up on the !})N;KIh n k me—a vague something that seemed| ‘“Ah, ves, for that.” At last I roke 3"&‘_“‘0"9%‘11}‘“8’ “_’lie s
“Let me see your Central park page,” | ‘;“?rld‘[‘;,f;ll:“"_[gmrn :d wi:;: 38_‘3&::: like the awakening memory of a past,| - “Where did you get those letters?” I I!&;rto“ asphalt path in the falling twi- . ,;,
said Jamison in his gentle voice, and I Wi dlgpena e ok ?d ath." long, long forgotten, dim, dark, too sub-|asked her, suddenly. ight. ) P H 4
displayed ft. It was about worthless RN " QUCer SARIEFINe 0l G tle, too frail, too indefinite—ah! the old| She did not answer, but stcod finger-| And as I turned into the broader - s
as an artistic production, but it pleased ‘;\n_d. m“'.,’ce'_’f.' I muuex.gd, before I feeling that all men have known—the|ing the wet letters. walk, I was aware of a group, a police- : :::
Jamison, as I knew it would. ‘\\\:‘y{--:'wf] .uf“a(}:uus f'f ha.n:g sQOkf'n' old strange uneasiness, that useless Before I could speak again she moved | man holding a lantern, some ggrdeners, : L
“Can you finish it by this after-| o8 W o8 b L N e I ohoq | Struggle to remember when and where|away into the shadows of the trees,|and a knot of loungers gathered about }: 5
noon?" he asked, looking up at me ::S-f;'l\x:)(:: S,e,.zﬁn\._'ggt it p\fas Ib ail1it all oecurred before. lightly, silently, a_nd far down the dark | something—a dark mass on the ground. ':' : o
with persuasive eyes. ,";'L wiho ’t‘re;xnb12;i seized wit'hm: And the man’s head sank on His crim- \s'l}]l{ I saw her diamond flashing. “Found 'em just so,” one of the gard-| & w H l S K E Y s &
“Oh, T suppose so0,” 1 said wearlly; K“Z.m(,‘, ugitat'ion 'i'ndklt was I not | 50D jersey, and he muttered, muttered|{ Grimly brooding, 1 rose and passed|eners was saying, “better not touch ‘em S 5
“anything else, Mr. Jamison?” be tiEcas ki s e x 4 to himself of God and love and com-|tnrough the battery to the steps of the| yntil the coroner comes.” A
! g he, whose hand was stretched forth im- levated S > i
“The corpse,” he replied, “I want & |, sively, touching his. passion, until 1 saw that the fierce|elevatec road. These I climbed, bought | ., . policeman shifted his bull's-eye|$ $ %
sketch by tomorrow—finished.” Without a tremor he took my hand, | heat ofk the city had $0UckeR his beain, n;\ SR, ANG NEapDRE Wit e fre Sualy a little; the rays fell on two faces, on |« : &
“What corpse?” 1 demanded, con-| n,eeceq it almost imperceptibly, and |and I went away and left him prating r}dtfnrn'].. When a train came I crowd- 1| = bodies, half supported against a .;. z::.
trolling my indignation as I met Jami- Farhned it. Then I held both letters | ©f mysteries that none but such as he ed inv\\nh the rest,.stiil pondering on park bench. On the finger of the girl|% -
son's soft eyes tow l.” him 'md‘ as he neither looke«'j dare name. Ry Tengeahce, fadiing. she bf-lip\'lng glittered a splendid diamond, set be- And Budweiser Beer on draught, secured only at the S
There was a mute duel of glances. |, - S ot mhe g j So 1 passed on through dust and|that T was to scourge the conscience of | 8 - : N - o
N | T at them nor at me, I placed them in I . ¢ the man who speculateg on death tween the fangs of two gold serpents.
Jamison passed his hand across hiS|jhig hand. Then he started. heat; and the hot breath of men And at last’ the t t 4 at|The man had shot himself; he clasped § o
forenead with a slight lifting of the! «pead them,” I said, “they are for|touched my cheek and eagerh eyest; Twenty-eighth wter ptr ands ()Ip;;]eurﬂdd two wet letters in his hand. The girl's g
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o~ E bl b e ’ Jseters. 1€ gasped in a voice at J alll 3 S > P 1 her face was the face of a drowne« . - § o
he said in his caressing voice. sounded like nothing human. yond—far beyond to where gold . glit- th‘“ym*'rgu*- ;:;501: & ) J. Bergerman, Manager. 223 South Main Street 5y
What I thought was, “Damned pur-| «yag they are for you—l know it | tered amid the mirage of eternal hope. When T entered the morgue, Skelton, [ ¥ """ = e licems s &
ring pussycat!” What I said was, |pow— Gold! It was in the air where the soft|the keeper, was standing before a slab Well, sir, Msmd the policeman, l(w¢\}f-[.‘, B it R
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Can you not sec.” 1 cried. was under foot in the dust that t . .
morning papers? No? Ah—as you Then he raised one frail hand and|made gilt, it glimmered from every steps, and turned around to see -who B — ——
very rightly observe, you are 109 busy | grew the goggles from his eyes, and, as | window pane where the long red beams | Was coming. Then he nodded, saying:
to read the morning papers. Youngir looked, I saw two tiny white specks |struck golden sparks above the gasping | Mr. Hiton, just take a look at this | i i i B D i A i i e e ey
men must learn Mdustry first, offeyactly in the center of both pupils. gold-hunting hordes of Wall street. iere stifft—I'll ve back in @ moment— || 9 : o
course, What you are to do is this: 1h~-‘ “Blind!” I faltered. High, high, in the deepening sky the this is 1hf> one that all the papers tako‘ ,f ) F - _ 'i'
San Francsico police have sent out an| «J have been unable to read for two|tall buildings towered. and the breeze|to be Miss Tufft—but they’re all off, | .:: E. C. SMITH, President. W. E. BAILEY, Vice-Pres. and Mgr. F. L. PEARL, Secretary <
alarm regarding the disappearance of | years,” he sald. from the bay lifted the sun-dyed flags|Pecause this stiff has been here now ||% H. A. KNOWLES, Treasurer. L. M. SMiTH, Director &
a Miss Tuffit—the millionalire's daugh- After a moment he placed the tip of | of commerce until they waved above the or two weeks. ) e 3z
ter, you know Today &a body was one ﬁhger on the letters adusspr Vof the hives below—wavod I (];‘.nw cut my Skelvhing block and .:. .3_
a s the orgue he i New serqy = -4 ¥ . encils. &
lvAruu...ht to the m 'T‘L.lli. h re lHA .\L“ They are wet,” I said; “shall—would | courage and hope and strength to those p . *t ;' ) 3 ,f, b
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TISSINE YOuULg Way—oy & o3 | @ long time he sat silently in the sun-| The sun dipped low behind Castletémpbling for my rubber. - b4 &
ring. Now I am comyincet e lton » " | shine, fumbling with his cane, and I|William as I turned listlessly into the| “This one, Mr. Hilton. the girl what's || &
and I'l'! show you why, Mr. Hilton. | watched him without speaking " At last B~‘tt];“’l and the long straight shadows smilin’. Picked up off Sandy Hook, ||&
He picked up a pen and made a| he said, “Read, Monsieur." ar‘d % ook attery, an . PR : over gybem-|ioo. Looks as if she was asleep, eh?” ||&~ “
cketch of a ring on a margin of that “'_”' B e € ’ 1 00 of trees stretched away o g > “What's ot o - : h % | .3. o
- LS . the letters and broke the seals ard and asphalt walk nat's she got in her hand— |9 é
morning's Tribune The Lot ; g e sward and asg - WS ) Hm- clenched tight? Oh—a letter. Turn up | w . ¥s
“That is the description of her ring 1e first letters contained a sheet of| Ajready the electric lights were glim the gas, Skelton, I wanf to see her||% %
as sent on from San Francisco. You | PaPer, damp with discolor; on which a|mering among the foliage although the e | ' i oW Y é
notice the diamond is set in the center f(‘.\.‘ lines were written. bay shimmered like polished brass and The old man turned the gas jet and | 3 oo
of the ring where the two gold ser- My”darlmg. I knew you were inno-| the topsails of the ships glowed with a the flame blazed and whistled “; the | ‘f. "L.
pents’ tails cross! cent—" Here the writing ended, but,|deeper hue, where the red sun rays fall| 5. = "¢ iq 2ir Then suddenly my ||% 3
“Now the ring on the finger of the|!n the blur beneath, I read: "“Paris|athwart the rigging. eyes fell on the dead. ‘ e &
woman in the morgue is like this,” and lSha“l 1;”"\\ —IP ra,m‘e,fshull know, for';’.r‘ 0Old men tottered along the sea wall, Rigid, scarcely breathing. I stared ;u' :g: &
he rapidly sketched another ring where | 1ast ave the proofs and I am coming | tapping the asphalt with worn canes, |{po rine made of two twisted serpents | o o
the diamond rested in the fangs of the |10 find you, my soldier, and to place old women erept to and fro in the ---’)_m-is‘_,l with a ‘L:l""dt diamond—I sa\\]'(thx: KA — EXCL USIVELY WHOLESALE‘ — v
two gold serpents. { them in your own dear brave hands. | ing twilight—old women who }'i\TT!“‘l'wnt letters crushed in her slender hand ’E’ ::
“That is the difference,” he said in | They know, now, at the war ministry— | baskets that gaped for charity or|_jjooked, and—God help me'—I looked | | %
his pleasant, even voice they have a copy of the traitor’s con-|bulged with mouldy stuffs—food, cloth-| ynon the dead face of the girl with||s o
“Rings like that are not uncom- | fession—but they dare not make it pub-|ing?—I could not tell; I did not (~an:’m | whom I had been speaking on the bat- | 4 4
mon,” said I, remembering that T had | lic—they dare not withstand the popu- | know. tery! ; .:. ::'
geen such a ring on the finger of the |lar astonishment and rage. Therefore The heavier thunder from the para- “Dead for a onth at least,” said  § . y r o &
white-faced girl in the park the even- | I sall on Monday for Cherbourg by the|pets of Castle William died away over Skel M Ir '1‘_”1' i e = { 4 ru s an ‘ uggls s un Ies %
ing before Then a sudden thought | Green Cross Line, to bring you back/|the placid bay, the last red arm of the|" 111_:”",1‘ dln;"t‘ii o3 - atdaibeavid o | 3 , o
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scene was before my eyes, the vultures | “can God live and see such things|into soft massed shapes, creeping on-| =700 " ‘(1;»-n voung feller!” said a park | ':' x
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people the horrors while we're about| half effased lines: poor blind wretch in the par ad left
Th | ™ o : L a shock, but now my nerves relaxed
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“But,” said 1. “the policy of this pa- | mid-ocean—good-bye— ),Ui == ir‘no“gxw their tension and I began to think
per—" [ ey g HHOEERL about it all—about the letters and the |
“Never min ilton.*” urred | < A . strange woman who h ive ) |
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Jamison, *“T am able to direct the poli- | French steamer that was never hes 1’”"-- wondered where she had iound |
cy of this paper.” 5{,-,‘,”,1“‘(. i:vri:>‘lt of [hc: Green “‘d’i‘ 1}.1"!”7‘\h"”[“r they really “‘f‘l’(‘ car-
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grily ! J'i'h‘“ ln.u(j (-,-g;er:‘(,f a‘ re‘:‘n—].\'nr il shore from the wreck of the fated Lo-
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smiling; * see this Tuffit case in-| °'} oo pae F'r--( g *t1 Nothing but these letters had human |
terests societ I am—er—also mxrr«"jf‘ Ragrsionat “,“k, rom a ragged duty|eyes encountered from the Lorient. al- | < & £
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and pointed to a headline bled to the asphalt at my feel | been no storms when the Lorient | :

I read “Miss Tuffit Dead! Her |
Fiance was Mr. Jamison, the well-
known Editor.”

“What!” T eried in horrified amaze-
ment But Jamison had left the room,
and [ heard his chatting and laughing
softly with some visitors in the press
room outside

I flung down the paper and walked
out

“The cold-blooded toad!” T exclaimed

agaln and again—"making capital out
of his fiancee's disappearance! Well,
I—I'm d—nd! I knew he was a blood-
leas, heartless, grip-penny, but I never
thought—I never imagined—" Words
failed me.

Scarcely conscious of what T did 1
drew Herald from my pocket and
say the column entitled; “Miss Tuffit
Found! Identified by Ring. Wild
Grief of Mr. Jamison, her Fiance.”

That was enough I went out into
the street and sat down in City Hall
park And, as 1 sat there, a terrible
resolution came to me; I would draw
that dead girl's face in such a way
that it would chill Jamison's sluggish
blood. I would crowd the black sha-
dows 6f the morgue with forms and
ghastly faces, and every face should
bear something in it of Jamison. Oh,
I'd rouse him from his coid, snaky
apathy! I'd confront him with death
in such an awful form that, passion-

Jess, base, inhuman as he was, he'd
shrink from it as he would from a dag-
ger thrust. Of couse, I'd lose my place,

but that did not bother me, for I had |

decided to resign anyway, not having
& taste for the soclety of human rep-
tiles. And, as I sat there in the sunny
park, furious, trying to plan a picture
whos= sombre horror should leave
his mind an ineffaceable scar, I sud-
denly thought of the pale black-robed
girl in Central park. Could it be her
poor, slender body that lay among the
shadows of the grim morgue! If ever
brooding despair was stamped on any
face, I had seen its print on hers when
she spcke to me In the park and gave
me the letters. The letters! I had not
thought of them since, but now I drew
them from my pocket and looked at
the addresses,

“Curious,” 1 thought, “the letters are

still damp; they smell of salt water, |

too
1 locked
ten in the

at the address again, writ-
long fine hand of an educat-

ed woman who had been bred in a
Frengh convent. Both letters bore the
same address, in French:

“CAPTAIN D'YNIOL.
{Kindness of a Stranger)”

“C*aptain d'Yniol,” I repeated aloud—
‘confound it, I've heasd that name!
Now, where the deuce—where in
name of all that's gueer—"'
who had sat down on the bench beside
me placed a heavy hand on my shoul-
der

It was the Frenchman, “Soger Char-
Jie.”

“You spoke my
apathetic tones.

“Your name!"

“Captain d'Yniol,”” he repeated; “it is
my name.”

I recognized him in spite of the black
goggles he was wearing, and, at the
same moment, it flashed into my mind

name,” he gaid in

in |

the |
Somebody |

The trampling of the eager hard-
eyed crowd, the dust and taint of pow-
der in the hot air, the harsh alarm of
the ambulance clattering up Mail street

French dago what shot his-self;” and
the words echoed in my ears long after
the ambulance rattled away, and the
increasing throng dispersed, sullenly, as
a couple of policemen cleared a space
around the pool of thick blgod on the
asphalt.

They wanted me as a witness, and 1
gave my card to one of the policemen
who knew me. The rabble transferred
its fascinated stare to me, and I turned
away and pushed a path between
frightened shop girls and {ll-smelling
loafers, until I lost myself in the hu-
man torrent of Broadway.

The torrent took me with it
it lowed— BEast? West?—I did not no-
tice nor care, but I passed on through
the throng, listless, deadly weary of
attempting to solve God's justice—
striving to under$tand His purpose—
His laws—His judgments wjich are
“true and righteous altogether.”

v

“More to be desired are they than
gold, yea, than much fine gold. Sweeter
| also than honey and the honey-comb!”

I turned sharply toward the speaker
who shambled at my elbow,. His sunken

leds face gleamed pallid as a death
mask above the blood-red jersey—the
emblem of the soldiers of Christ.

I don’t know why I stopped, linger-

| I also was meditating upon God's wis-
|dom and His tegtimonies.”

The pale fanatic shot a glance at me,
hesitated, and fell into my own pace,
walking by my side. Under the peak

of his Salvation Army cap his eyes
shone in the shadow with a strange
light.

“Tell me more,” T sald, sinking my
voice below the roar of traffic, the
clang! clang! of the cable cars, and the
noise of feet on the worn pavements—
“tell me of His testimonies.”

“Moreover by them is Thy
warned and in keeping of them there
is great reward. Who can understand
His errors? Cleanse Thou me from
secret faults. Keep back Thy servant
also from presumptuous sins. Let them
not have dominion over me. Then shall
I be upright and I shall be innocent
from the great transgression. Let the
| words of my mouth and the meditation
of my heart be acceptab’a in Thy sight
—0 Lord! My strength and my Re-
deemer!”

It is Holy Seripture that you quote,” |

I said; “I also can read that when 1
choose. But it cannot clear for me the
reasons—it cannot make me under-
stand—"

“What?”’ he asked, and muttered to
himself.

“That: for instance,” I replied, point-
ing to a cripple, who had been born
deaf and dumb and horribly misshapen

a wretched diseased lump on the side- |
walk below St. Paul's churchyvard—a

these I remember, as 1 knelt there, |
helplessly holding the dead hand’'s
hands in mine,

“Soger Chariie,”” they repeated, *“a

where |

eyes were dull and lustreless, his blood- |

ing, but, as he passed, I sald, “Brother, |

servant }

steamed away from Cherbourg. \
And what of the pale-faced girl in
black who had given these letters to|
me, saying that my own heart wouid |
teach me where to place them?
| I felt in my pockets for the letters
{ whgre ] had thrust them all crumpled
jang wet. They were there, and I de-
jcided to {urn them over ‘to the police
| Then I thought of Cusick and the City
| Hall park. and these set my mind run- |
ning om Jamison and my own work—
ah! I had forgotten that—I had for-
gotten that I had sworn to stir Jami-
son's cold, sluggish blood! Trading on
his fiancee's reported suicide—or mur-
der?! True, he had told me that he was |
satisfied that the body at the morgue |
was not Miss Tufft's, because the ring |
did not correspond with his fiancee’s
ring. But what sort of a man was
that!*to go crawling and nosing about
morgues and graves for a’full-page il-
lustration which might sell a few extra
thousand papers. 1 had never known
he was such a man. It was strange,
too—for that was not the sort of illus-
tration that the Weekly used; it was

against all precedent—against the
whole policy of the paper. He would
lose a hundred subscribers where he

would gain one by such work.

“The callous brute!” I muttered to
myself, “I'll wake him up—I'll—"

I sat straight up on the bench and
lcoked steadily at a figure which was
moving teward me under the splutter- |
| ing electric light.

It was the woman I had met in the
| park.

She came straight up to me, her pale
face gleaming like marble in the dark,
her slim hands outstretched.

“I have been looking for you all day
—all day,” she said, in the same low
thrilling tones—"I want the Iletters
back; have vou them here?”

“Yes,” 1 said, “1 have them here—
take then in heaven's name; they have
donie enough evil for one day!”

She took the letters from my hand;
I saw the ring, made of the double seg-
pents, flashing on her slim finger, and
I stepped closer, and looked her in the
eyes.

“Who are you?" I asked.

“I? My name is of no importance to
you,” she answered.

“You are right,”
care to know your name.
yours—"

“What of my ring?” she murmured.

“Nothing—a dead woman lying in the
morgue wears such a ring. Do you
know what your letters have done? No?
Well, T read them to a miserable wretch
and he blew his brains out!”

“You read them to a man?”

“1 did. He killed himself.”

“Who was that man?”

“Captain d'Yniol—"

With something between a sob and
a laugh she seized my hand and cov-
ered it with Kkisses, aﬁ 1, astonished

I said, “I do not
That ring of

apd angry, pulled my nd away from
her cold lips and sat down on the
bench.

“You needn't thank me,” I sald,

sharply; “if I had known that—but no
matter. Perhaps after all the: poor
devil is better off somewhere' in other
regions with his sweetheart who was
drowned—yes, T imagine he is. He was

that d"Ynicl was the name of the trai-

sore-eyed thing that mouthed and

blind and ill—and broken-hearted.”
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Twenty-fourth Street Ogden, Utah

THE PIONEER EXCLUSIVE
WHOLESALE GROCERS
AND LIQUOR MERCHANTS
OF UTAH

A Full Stock of Groceries, Liquors, Tobaccos and Cigars
Always on Hand.

The first house in Utah with Commercial Travelers to invade adjoining St

ates and Territories, thus extending
the commerce of Utah, never dealing in seconds of merchandise, but always in Al standard goods. We never buy
job lots, only dealing in first-class agd fresh goods.
We are the Agents and Distributers for the Pabst Brewing Company’s Products, having acted in this capacity for
thirty-three years,
3
We also are sole Agents for Carl Upmann Cigars, always the same, always uniform, and always first-class. Have
held this Agency for twenty-five years.
Next to this we are the distributers for the Natural Mineral Water Company, whose works are located at Soda
Springs, ldaho. Their output, “IDAN-HA,” is now freely acknowledged to be the most healthful mineral water in the
i

United States, as is dttested by immense and unsolicited orders and applications for Asencies. It is hottled at an a
titude of 6,000 feet above the level of the sea, at the Soda Springs, celebrated, as “BEER SPRINGS” by Washine-
ton Irving in his “Bonneville,” by General John C. Fremort, by Haiden and other eminent men, pioneers and writers.

gas

and

This water is bottled as it flows from the 90 Per Cent Spring and by skillful appliances the carbonic acid
of this 90 Per Cent and Mammoth Springs is united and there is procured that naturzl effervescence so healthful
pleasing, because nature's own production, at once a fine table and medicinal water, for the stomach, kidneys and
healing to the mucous membrane of the intestinal canal, by reason of its' high percentage of Magnesia, Lithia and
Potash; also preservative of the tissues through the agency not of an artificial chemical combination, but the Nat-
ural Carbonic Acid Gas, which penetrates every part of the human anatomy,

Respectfully,

)

THE FRED J. KIESEL CO., Ogden, L
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